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The Model. 



0, Dionysus, drinker of raw blood ! 

O, Dionysus, golden, honey-sweet ! 

[He steps forward as she begins to dance, and touches her arm. ] 

The Artist. Vivette 

Vivette. A man here at the Mysteries ! 

Agave's fingers shall drip red again. ... f 

Maenads, a man ! 

[She leaps, one hand reaching his face before he ca?i seize her 
wrists and hold her, struggling. J . 
The Artist. You wild-cat ! Why, Vivette ! 

[She falls forward against him : he lays her on the grass. ] 
Vivette. Hullo, what's happened ? O, you hurt my wrists ! 

What have I done — I fainted ? 
The Artist. - Died, I think. 

Vivette. Your face is bleeding— aie ! 
The Artist. I know, I know : 

That blackberry caught me when I ran to help. 
Vivette. We're brilliant. Where's my leopard skin ? Why, here, 

Bacchantes shouldn't swoon in evening dress 

Without a chaperone : besides, it crumples 

Your gorgeous lack of clothes. 
The Artist. Come, child, we'll go. 

I'll paint you serving tea-cups after this. 
Vivette. O, I'm all right. Your old ants make me sick. 

Please tie my shoes while I put up my hair, 

My antique hair. "Vivette's herself again. 




the model. 

Drawn by J. C. Leyendecker for the In- 
land Printer Poster Exhibition. 
Published by courtesy of Mr. C. F. 
Whitmarsh. 






